

Halloween Gender Swaps
VOLUME 2


TIFFANY CHASTAIN



Copyright © 2025 by Tiffany Chastain

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.


Contents


Halloween As One Of The Girls
1. The Swap

2. Dress Up

3. Make Over

4. Debut

5. Royal Duties

6. Being a Good Girl

Feminized For The Masquerade
1. The Invitation

2. The Costume

3. The Ball

4. The Reward

5. The Afterglow

The Maid In The Murder Mystery
1. Plans

2. Dressed For The Part

3. The Party

4. It Begins

5. Her Good Girl

6. A Maid’s Work Is Never Done

About the Author
Newsletter
Also by Tiffany Chastain



Halloween As One Of The Girls
A HALLOWEEN GENDER SWAP STORY



Chapter 1
The Swap


Iknocked twice, then let myself in—just like Beth always told me to.

“Hey babe,” I called into the house, balancing the snacks I’d brought in one hand. “Hope you’re ready for some horror classics. I brought popcorn, cider, and that weird pumpkin-flavored licorice you like.”

No response.

I kicked off my shoes and stepped into the living room. To my surprise, there were no spooky decorations, no slasher movie queued up. Just the soft scent of vanilla candles and a quiet tension in the air.

Then she appeared at the end of the hallway, barefoot and smirking, wrapped in a silky pink robe. “Oh, good. You’re early, Nate,” she said softly.

“Where are the others?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

“They’re coming,” she said, voice light, teasing. Her eyes scanned me like I was already undressed.

I smiled nervously. “You look… comfy. Pink isn’t really very Halloween though, is it?”

“This Halloween it is,” she said, stepping closer.

Before I could respond, her hand slid down my chest and lower—right to my crotch. Her fingers pressed gently but firmly against the front of my jeans.

Her smile widened. “Good thing you’re locked, huh?”

I swallowed hard.

The damn cage. I’d been wearing it for a couple weeks now. Teased, edged, denied. She hadn’t even told me when I’d get out—only that I would have to earn it.

And the worst part? I liked it.

The way she took charge. The way she could make me squirm with just a look. The way she talked me into handing over the keys… and how much more I wanted to beg for release now. There was a clarity in giving up control. A rush of being owned by someone who knew exactly how to make me ache.

If I played along tonight—if I pleased her—maybe she’d finally reward me.

“Don’t you think it’s a little unfair,” I muttered, “using that thing to get your way?”

She raised an eyebrow. “You locked it on for me. I’m just enjoying it.”

She turned, walked over to the couch, and picked something up. Sparkly. Blue. Fluffy.

A dress.

It shimmered in the low light—poofy off-the-shoulder sleeves, sequins, and a ridiculous amount of ruffles. She held it up against my chest like she was already imagining me in it.

“This is your costume,” she said.

“My what?”

“All the girls are dressing up as princesses,” she replied sweetly. “And you should match. You know—fit in.”

I blinked. “I thought we were watching horror movies.”

She laughed. “That was just the excuse. They’re coming over to drink wine, eat candy, and gossip. And tonight, you’re going to be one of the girls.”

“I—wait, seriously?”

“Come on,” she purred, walking back to me. “Don’t act like you’re not curious to try it. I bet just the idea is already making you hard. Oh wait—” She tapped my crotch again. “You can’t get hard.”

My face burned with embarrassment.

She leaned in, her breath hot on my cheek. “Be a good girl tonight and maybe I’ll take it off.”

My heart thudded at the promise. My cock twitched uselessly against the cage.

“I don’t even know if it’ll fit,” I grumbled, taking the dress from her.

“You’ll try,” she whispered.

I stepped behind the counter and undressed slowly. Hoodie, shirt, jeans. I stood in my boxers, already bulging from the pressure of the cage, her control beginning to strongly turn me on. As I pulled the dress over my head, it immediately caught on my shoulders.

“Uhhh…” I tugged at the sleeves. “It’s not going down.”

She came over, trying to help. She pulled, adjusted, fiddled with the side zipper.

“It’s too tight,” I said. “Told you.”

She stepped back, tapping her chin. Then, without a word, she untied the sash on her robe and let it fall to the floor. Underneath, she was wearing a dress.

The same dress I was struggling with—except hers was a soft pastel pink. It clung perfectly to her curves, the bodice snug around her chest, the skirt flaring delicately around her hips. The fabric shimmered when she moved, catching the light in little sparkles that made her look like a real-life fairytale.

My mouth went dry. She looked stunning.

But she didn’t stop there.

With the same deliberate confidence, she reached behind her neck, unclasped the halter, and tugged the zipper down the side. The pink dress slipped down her body inch by inch, revealing long, smooth legs, a toned stomach, and the delicate lace of her lingerie underneath.

Soft pink. Nearly sheer. Hugging her like it was custom-made. Her bra framed her breasts like a gift, her panties stretched across her hips with a teasing little bow on the front.

Fuck, she looked incredible.

Beautiful. Powerful. So sexy it hurt to look at her. And for a moment, I wasn’t thinking about dresses or games or movie night or costumes.

All I could think about was how badly I wanted to touch her.

I wanted to drop to my knees. To kiss every inch of skin she’d just revealed. To make her proud. To obey—if only for a chance to earn my way into her hands.

She stepped out of the dress completely, bent to pick it up, and tossed it to me like she hadn’t just flipped my entire brain upside down.

“Wear mine,” she said breezily. “I’ll find something else later.”

I could barely find my voice. “You’re… really giving me your dress? You really want me to dress up that badly?”

She winked. “You already have my cage, sweetie. What’s a little tulle and sparkle between us? And yes, I do. Go in my room to get dressed.”

Then she turned and strolled off down the hall, hips swaying, humming like none of this was extraordinary.

But it was.

I stood there, holding her dress in both hands, pulse pounding, her scent still clinging to the fabric.

And I knew—there was no way I was saying no.


Chapter 2
Dress Up


Beth’s bedroom door creaked softly as I pushed it open, the pink dress still draped over my arms like some kind of weird promise.

The room smelled like vanilla, like her. Cozy and clean and lived-in. But right now it felt charged. Every shadow, every candle flicker seemed to carry weight—like the room knew what I was about to do.

And there, laid out on the edge of the bed, were a bra and panties. Not discarded. Not left behind in a hurry. They looked arranged.

They were a matching blush pink, complimenting the dress perfectly. They had delicate lace and a little bow at the center of each piece.

My throat tightened. Were these for me?

There was no note, no instructions—but it didn’t take a genius to figure it out. They matched the dress so well. It almost seemed like she had planned this from the start.

Of course she had. That smile she gave me when she handed over her dress—when she walked away in just her lingerie—that wasn’t improvisation. That was a setup. She knew I couldn’t say no to her when she looked like that.

I sat on the bed slowly, the mattress dipping beneath me. My fingers hovered above the bra. It was padded. Lightly, but enough to give shape. The kind of thing that made cleavage with the right dress, the right posture. The kind of thing that made a body look different. Feminine.

I shouldn’t have wanted this, but my cock pulsed helplessly inside the cage, tight and aching. I couldn’t stop thinking of the way Beth had looked minutes ago in something just like this—how the lace hugged her curves, how her breasts sat soft and perfect in their cups, how the fabric clung to her hips and dipped between her legs like it belonged there.

She was confident. Gorgeous. Commanding. And I… wasn’t.

But maybe, wearing this, I could feel closer to her. Maybe I could understand why she loved dressing up, teasing me, keeping me locked and waiting. Maybe I could feel—just for a second—like something pretty.

I stepped out of my boxers and picked up the panties. They were small. Incredibly small. But I stepped into them anyway, tugging them gently over my legs, adjusting until my caged cock was tucked neatly away. The lace hugged tight, snug and smooth. It was softer than I expected. Feminine in a way that felt… good. Dangerous. Like I was crossing a line—and loving it.

I picked up the bra, wrapped it around my chest, and fumbled with the clasp. It took a few tries, but eventually I got it fastened. The cups stood proud and round, already filled with soft inserts that curved against my chest.

I looked in the mirror and I didn’t recognize myself. Not at first.

But the blush in my cheeks, the way I instinctively pressed my thighs together—the way I shifted my hips and stood straighter once I saw the bra hugging my chest—it all made sense.

Finally, I stepped into the pink dress and pulled it up over my hips. It slid into place easily, the bodice snug around my torso, the skirt flaring with every breath I took.

I smoothed the fabric down with trembling hands. I looked ridiculous. But I felt… good. Warm. Nervous. Sexy.

And just as I turned slightly to admire the way the skirt swished with each movement, the bedroom door burst open.

“Ta-daaa—oh my god!”

I jumped, spinning around with a gasp.

Beth stood in the doorway, flanked by two of her friends, both dressed in princess costumes. Lucy wore a shimmering purple gown with long gloves and sparkly earrings, her dark hair pulled into a bun with a rhinestone clip. Casey a flowing yellow ballgown with a plunging neckline and just the right amount of glitter, her golden curls bouncing as she gasped.

All three stared at me.

At my bra. My panties. My pink dress.

“Oh. My. God,” Lucy said again, covering her mouth with a dramatic gasp. “Beth, you didn’t say he’d already be this cute!”

“I didn’t think he’d go for it so fast,” Beth said, sounding completely unbothered as she strolled into the room. “But I guess someone’s feeling extra obedient tonight.”

I stood frozen, hands at my sides, unsure if I should cover myself or curtsy or run.

“Look at you,” Casey cooed, stepping closer. “You’re blushing brighter than your dress.”

“I—I didn’t think—” I stammered.

“Oh hush,” Lucy said, grinning. “You look adorable. Like a shy little birthday girl waiting for her party to start.”

Beth smirked. “Well, technically, he was waiting for horror movies.”

The girls giggled.

Casey leaned in a little and looked me over from head to toe. “She even has a little bow on her panties. You can see it through the dress if you squint.”

“I know!” purple squealed. “It’s killing me.”

I gasped at the thought of them seeing my panties underneath, but it made my caged cock strain against against the thin lace.

“I think it’s brave,” Beth said, circling me. Her hand grazed my waist through the dress and I shivered. “I didn’t even tell him to put on the bra or panties, he just did that himself. Like he wanted to look like this.”

“I think he did,” Lucy said, stepping up behind me to adjust the dress straps on my shoulders. “Didn’t you, princess?”

I didn’t answer. I didn’t know how.

“Beth,” Casey said, still admiring me like I was a museum piece, “Don’t you think we can make him look even prettier? We have to do a full makeover.”

“Yes!” Lucy agreed immediately, clapping her hands together excitedly. “Makeup, hair, lashes. We’re going to turn her into a real princess.”

Beth grinned. “You hear that, Nate?”

My heart pounded.

“We’re just getting started.”


Chapter 3
Make Over


“You’re just going to stand there looking cute?” Lucy teased as she pulled me by the wrist toward Beth’s vanity. “Come on, sweetheart. We’ve got work to do.”

“I-I don’t really think—” I stammered, still trying to figure out what exactly was happening.

“Oh, hush,” Casey said, waving a hand dismissively. “It’s Halloween. This is the one time of year when you can pretend to be anyone or anything. You already look adorable. We’re just polishing the tiara.”

Beth watched them pull me toward the little white stool in front of her mirror, arms crossed, biting her lip with amusement. “You girls have fun. I’m going to go find something to wear that isn’t currently hugging my boyfriend’s hips.”

With a wink, she turned and slipped out the door, leaving me alone with her friends. The moment she was gone, they descended.

Lucy ran her fingers through the wig I hadn’t even realized was sitting on the vanity. Long, blonde, curled at the ends like a princess from the storybooks. “You’re going to look so pretty in this,” she said, brushing it with slow, dramatic strokes. “We’ll even clip in a little tiara if you behave.”

“I…” I looked at myself in the mirror, pink dress and all, bra straps peeking out at the shoulders. “I don’t know if this is really⁠—”

“Relax, Nate,” said Casey. She pulled open Beth’s makeup drawer like she’d been here a hundred times. “We’re not making fun of you. This is just what us girls do.”

“Yeah,” Lucy chimed in. “We’ve made each other over like, dozens of times. We’ve just never had a boy in the chair.”

My cheeks burned.

Casey knelt beside me with a compact mirror and tapped her brush into some blush. “Close your eyes.”

I hesitated.

“Good girls obey,” Lucy urged from behind me. “You want to be a good girl for us, right? For Beth?”

That word—girl—landed differently than it had before. Earlier, it had felt like a joke. A tease. Now it felt like a label. Something that could stick.

I closed my eyes.

“That’s more like it,” Casey murmured, brushing across my cheeks. “Your skin’s actually really nice. You moisturize?”

“I—I guess?”

Lucy giggled. “So modest. You’re blushing under the blush.”

They worked in tandem—one curling the wig piece by piece, the other dabbing at my face, painting me slowly. They didn’t go too heavy. Just enough to soften my face, bring out my eyes, tint my lips.

“You’ve got such pretty lashes already,” Casey said. “But we’re doing falsies anyway. Because obviously.”

Lucy nodded solemnly. “It’s the law.”

I wanted to argue. To stop them. To say this was going too far.

But I didn’t.

Because each stroke of the brush, each spray of setting mist, each curl of hair was doing something to me.

I didn’t feel like a guy in a dress anymore.

I felt like a project.

Like a doll.

Like theirs.

“Wig time,” Lucy announced, lifting it like a prize. She gently eased it onto my head, adjusting it with a practiced touch. “There we go. Look at you.”

Casey turned the vanity mirror toward me, and I froze.

It wasn’t me.

Not the guy who’d walked in with popcorn and candy. Not even the nervous boyfriend in a dress.

It was someone softer. Prettier. Feminized.

A girl in a pink dress.

“Oh my god,” Casey whispered, almost reverently. “She’s actually really cute.”

Lucy came around to stand beside her, hands on her hips. “She’s not cute, she’s sexy. I’d totally make out with her.”

I opened my mouth to speak—maybe to protest, maybe to thank them—but no sound came out.

Because I didn’t know what I was anymore.

Not really.

All I knew was that their praise made my chest flutter… and my cage ache.

“Beth’s gonna freak,” Lucy said, reaching down into a bag by her heels. “But first, I don’t think she’s dressed properly yet. I think she needs one more thing—sexy thigh highs.”

“What?”

She pulled out a pair of white thigh highs, still folded in plastic. “Your legs are cute, but let’s make them cuter.”

“I don’t⁠—”

“Hush,” Casey said, crouching in front of me. “We’ll help.”

And before I could stop them, I was sitting back in the chair, breath caught in my throat, as they began rolling soft white stockings up my legs with practiced ease.

“Princesses don’t have bare legs,” Lucy teased.

“Especially not with those heels we picked out,” Casey added, reaching for the box beside her.

Heels?

I wasn’t ready.

But I didn’t stop them.

The heels slipped on easily thanks to the stockings, and even though I was still sitting, wearing them made me feel sexier and more feminine.

“She’s perfect,” Lucy purred, examining me.

“You’re right,” agreed Casey. “I think she’s ready to show Beth.”


Chapter 4
Debut


Iopened my mouth to say something—anything—but Casey was already smoothing the skirt of my dress, adjusting the way it lay across my lap like I was a doll she’d just unboxed.

They had taken over completely. From the moment Beth had left to find something new to wear, Lucy and Casey had moved like a two-person glam squad with no chill and no brakes.

And somehow, I’d let them.

Lucy gave the wig one last fluff. “There. Blonde bombshell. Eat your heart out, Cinderella.”

She turned the vanity mirror toward me again and I flinched at the reflection.

It didn’t look like me. I mean, it was—but it wasn’t.

The person in the mirror had wide, sparkly eyes lined in soft brown and gold. Their lashes were long, fluttery. Their cheeks had a rose-petal flush and their lips—glossy, pink, a little parted—looked like they belonged to someone who needed to be kissed.

And the dress. God, the dress. It hugged my torso like it belonged there, the soft fabric floating around my thighs, brushing my skin with every nervous breath I took.

“Holy shit,” I whispered.

Casey giggled behind me. “Right? You’re cute.”

Lucy nodded with a satisfied hum. “You’ve got that ‘first time being called pretty’ look going on. It’s working.”

“I—I don’t know how to feel.”

“Well,” Casey said, crouching beside me, “your legs are crossed and your hands are folded like a prom queen. I think your body knows.”

I looked down. She was right. Everything about me—my posture, my blush, even the way I pressed my thighs together—was screaming princess.

And then I heard footsteps outside the bedroom. The air changed instantly.

“Is that…?” I asked, voice barely audible.

“Beth,” Lucy confirmed with a grin.

Casey grabbed my hand, her fingers soft but firm. “Okay, deep breath. Sit up straight. Chin up. Smile.”

I did it without thinking. I didn’t know why. I just… did.

Footsteps echoed on the hardwood. Steady. Confident. Getting closer.

The bedroom door creaked open and Beth walked in.

My body was trembling at the thought of my girlfriend seeing me like this. But then I saw her and I gasped. She wasn’t just dressed up, she hadn’t just found another princess costume—she had transformed.

Tall black boots laced to the knee. Slim black pants fitted like a glove. A deep crimson sash crossed over a tailored white shirt, tucked into her belt. A navy blazer with gold trim, left unbuttoned just enough to show her cleavage. Her hair was slicked back into a low ponytail, and her face… her face looked like control itself.

I felt my heart stop. What was happening?

“Hello, ladies,” she said smoothly, voice pitched lower and dripping with confidence. She stepped inside like she owned the room—and she did. “Hope I didn’t miss the fun.”

Casey made a small, involuntary whimpering noise. “Oh my god.”

Lucy clutched her chest. “Beth. You legend.”

Beth barely acknowledged them. Her eyes were on me. Only me.

And I couldn’t look away.

She crossed the room slowly, her boots thudding lightly against the floor. She circled once, letting her eyes trail up and down my body—the wig, the makeup, the dress, the trembling thighs.

I was painfully aware of my cage, tight and aching, twitching against the lace of the panties. I wanted to cover myself. I wanted to run. I wanted to drop to my knees.

“You did all this for me?” Beth asked, her voice teasing, fond.

“I—I mean, Lucy and Casey helped⁠—”

Beth leaned down, her face close to mine. “But you said yes.”

I nodded.

“Good girl,” she murmured.

My breath hitched.

Lucy actually clapped. “Okay, what the fuck. If you two aren’t going to kiss then I’m going to kiss one of you.”

Beth turned, addressing them with mock formality. “What do you think? Is she ready to serve her prince?”

“She’s beyond ready,” Casey said. “Look at those lips. They’re begging for something to wrap around.”

Lucy smirked. “Royal duties and all that.”

Beth looked back at me, her eyes darker now. Hungrier.

She reached down, cupping my chin, tilting it so I had to look up at her. “Are you ready, Princess Natalie?”

The name hit me like a jolt. My throat tightened. My eyes widened.

But I nodded.

“Yes,” I whispered.

Beth smiled as she leaned in. Her lips brushed mine—slowly, deliberately—just enough to make me gasp. Then she kissed me, fully, deeply, her hand cradling my cheek as if she were sealing something sacred.

It wasn’t soft.

It wasn’t sweet.

It was claiming.

My body melted into it—heat blooming in my chest, my thighs, my caged cock twitching helplessly as her mouth took mine with absolute confidence. I felt her chest press against my dress-covered body, felt her gloved fingers holding me in place.

When she pulled back, her eyes sparkled with approval.

“You are ready.”

I swallowed, breathless.

And then she gave the order.

“Kneel before your prince.”


Chapter 5
Royal Duties


Idropped to my knees. Not because I’d thought it through. Not because I was brave.

Because when Beth gave me an order in that voice, wearing that outfit, with my arousal and desperation at an all time high—I couldn’t not obey.

The skirt of my pink dress flared around my thighs as I knelt in front of her, my hands trembling in my lap. I felt every inch of myself: the cage tight between my legs, the press of the bra cups against my chest, the wig tickling my neck, the stockings clinging to my thighs.

And her eyes.

Beth looked down at me with something between amusement and hunger. She reached out and brushed her fingers beneath my chin, lifting it gently.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “So obedient. So eager.”

Behind her, Lucy and Casey had moved to the bed, lounging like bored royalty watching a court jester perform.

“Isn’t she precious?” Casey sighed, resting her chin on her hand. “She even kneels like a good little slut.”

“I give her a B+ on posture,” Lucy said. “But that lip gloss? A plus.”

Beth stepped closer, her boot between my knees now. “You want to make me happy, don’t you, princess?”

I nodded, my lips parting before I even realized I was speaking. “Yes, Prince Beth.”

The title made both girls behind her squeal with delight.

“Oh my god, she said it,” Casey gasped.

Beth chuckled softly. “Good girl.”

She reached for her belt buckle, undoing it with one smooth motion. Her trousers loosened, and she let them fall just enough to reveal the base of the strap-on—thick, veined, slightly curved, and already glistening with lube. She wrapped her fingers around it and gave it a slow, deliberate stroke.

“It’s time to perform your royal duties,” she said, tapping it gently against my lips.

I hesitated for half a second.

Not out of fear.

Out of desperation.

My cock twitched in its cage, the ache nearly unbearable.

I opened my mouth.

“Stick your tongue out,” Beth instructed. “Let’s see how eager you really are.”

I did.

Beth slid the tip across my tongue. “Good girl. Now take a kiss.”

I leaned forward and kissed the head, lips soft, cheeks burning.

“Ugh, she’s such a natural,” Lucy groaned. “Like, if I didn’t know better…”

“She’s already prettier than half my exes,” Casey added. “And they weren’t even locked up.”

Beth placed a hand on the back of my head, fingers threading through the wig. “Now open wide, princess. Show me you can be graceful and grateful.”

I obeyed, lips stretching as she slowly pushed the strap-on past them. It filled my mouth instantly—warm, rubbery, and far too thick to pretend it wasn’t intimate.

Beth didn’t thrust. Not yet. She held me there, letting me adjust, letting me feel the weight of it on my tongue.

Then she rocked her hips forward.

Just a little.

Just enough.

I let out a muffled moan and squeezed my thighs together.

“Oh my god,” Casey said breathlessly. “She’s already moaning.”

Beth chuckled and stroked my cheek with her thumb. “You like this, don’t you?”

I nodded, drool already beginning to gather at the corners of my lips.

“Use your tongue,” she said softly. “Treat it like you’ve been dreaming of this all month.”

I did. I swirled my tongue around the head, slowly bobbing my head forward as Beth began guiding me.

Her hand tightened in my wig. “That’s it. Just like that.”

I gagged softly as she pushed deeper.

“Don’t stop,” Lucy murmured from the bed. “She’s doing so well.”

Casey was biting her lip. “She’s drooling. Look.”

I felt it—slick saliva sliding down my chin, soaking into the dress collar. I should’ve been horrified.

Instead, I moaned again.

Beth began moving her hips more confidently now, pushing into my mouth in slow, controlled strokes.

“You wanted to serve your prince,” she murmured, voice low and firm. “You wanted to be pretty. Obedient. Useful.”

I whimpered around the cock.

“You’re all of those things, Natalie,” she said, using my new name like it was always mine. “You’re my perfect little princess.”

My cock throbbed painfully in its cage, aching for release I knew wouldn’t come.

“Isn’t she precious like this?” Beth asked over her shoulder.

“Precious?” Casey laughed. “She’s a porn scene waiting to happen.”

Beth slowed, letting me suck gently, dragging the cock across my tongue in slow, luxurious strokes. Then she pulled out with a wet pop.

I gasped for air, eyes glassy, face smeared with gloss and spit.

Beth crouched to meet my gaze. “You’re such a good girl,” she whispered.

My cock felt like it might explode. The arousal coursing through me felt extreme, almost overwhelming.

She turned to the girls on the bed. “I think she’s ready.”

Casey fanned herself. “I need a cigarette and I didn’t even do anything.”

Lucy grinned. “Well, we had our fun. I think it’s time we leave the royal couple to enjoy their chambers.”

Beth stood, adjusting her belt. “You sure you don’t want to stay for round two?”

“Oh no,” Casey laughed, grabbing her purse. “I want her to tell us all about it later.”

Lucy winked at me. “Make us proud, princess.”

And then they left, the door closing softly behind them.

Beth turned to me, the room suddenly quiet and charged.

“Get on the bed,” she said.

And I did.


Chapter 6
Being a Good Girl


Beth didn’t hesitate. As soon as the door closed behind Lucy and Casey, she turned to me with a look that made my heart stop—and my breath catch in my throat.

“On the bed,” she repeated, voice sharp, eyes locked on mine.

I obeyed instantly.

The heels came off as I climbed up, but the rest stayed: the dress, the wig, the bra, the panties—still hiding my tight little cage. I crawled onto the comforter, unsure how she wanted me, but desperate to give her anything she asked for.

Beth followed, still wearing the strap-on—thick and slick, glistening from earlier. She climbed onto the bed like a predator, eyes locked on mine, her movements confident and calm.

“Hands above your head,” she commanded.

Again I obeyed, lying on my back, arms raised, chest rising and falling as my heart thudded in my ears.

She straddled my hips, the weight of her pressing me down, and leaned forward until her face was inches from mine.

“You were so good tonight,” she whispered. “You wore my dress. You let them make you up. You sucked my cock like you were born for it.”

I whimpered beneath her, my body twitching involuntarily with need.

“And now,” she said, reaching down to slide my panties aside, exposing the caged cock beneath, “you’re going to feel what it means to be my good girl.”

I swallowed deep, unsure of her meaning.

She moved back onto her feet and hiked my legs up, aligned the strap-on with my entrance, rubbing the tip slowly, deliberately, against my hole.

“You’re wet,” she teased as she looked at my cage dangling between my legs. “Drooling for me down here too?”

I gasped. “Beth…”

She smirked. “It’s Prince Beth, princess.”

I nodded quickly. “Yes, Prince Beth…”

“Good girl.”

And then she pushed inside.

Slowly.

Firmly.

My hands gripped the sheets above my head, body arching with the sensation. It wasn’t like before—not a gentle tease, not something tentative or slow.

This was possession.

Beth claimed me inch by inch, stretching me open, filling me, making me hers in the most undeniable way.

“You’re taking it so well,” she purred as she bottomed out. “I didn’t know my pretty little Natalie was such a natural.”

I moaned—loudly, helplessly. My cage throbbed, trapped, desperate, aching for friction it couldn’t have.

“You want to be fucked, don’t you?” she growled, pulling back and slamming into me again.

“Yes!” I cried out. “Please!”

“Say it.”

“I want to be fucked,” I gasped. “Please, fuck me, Prince Beth—fuck your good girl.”

That was all she needed.

She began to thrust—hard, deep, relentless. Each stroke drove into me with purpose, with control, with power that made me feel completely owned.

My legs spread wider for her without thinking, hips arching, mouth open as moans spilled out of me in high, needy sounds I didn’t even recognize as mine.

Beth reached down and grabbed my thighs, pulling them higher, angling me perfectly. “You look so fucking hot like this,” she growled. “My little pink princess—getting ruined on my cock.”

My body was on fire. The pressure inside me built with every thrust—tight, hot, overwhelming. My cage strained, twitching with every jolt of her hips. I couldn’t touch it, couldn’t stroke, couldn’t even grind—but I was getting closer anyway.

“I want to make you cum,” Beth whispered, voice low and rough. “Even if you can’t get hard in that little cage. I want to fuck you so hard your cock explodes.”

I cried out, legs trembling.

“You love it, don’t you?” she continued. “Being dressed up. Being my girl. My fucktoy.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Yes, fuck. I love it—please don’t stop⁠—”

“Good girl,” she hissed, slamming into me harder now, faster, the bed rocking beneath us.

I could feel it—the impossible rise of pleasure inside me, the edge just beyond what I thought my caged body was capable of. Every thrust pushed me higher, every insult twisted into praise, every slam of her hips made me whimper with need.

Beth leaned forward and kissed me—hard, hungry, possessive—then bit my lower lip.

“I’m gonna fuck you until you scream.”

And she did.

She fucked me harder than she ever had—faster, deeper, my body quaking beneath her. I clung to the sheets, legs splayed, throat raw from moaning.

My cage hurt with how badly I wanted to cum.

And yet—somehow—it didn’t matter.

Because I was hers.

I was her girl.

Her princess.

Her Natalie.

And in that moment, the pleasure wasn’t about release—it was about surrender.

About letting her use me.

About being exactly what she wanted.

She shifted her grip and pulled my legs over her shoulders, folding me beneath her, opening me wider than I thought I could go. The angle changed everything—suddenly she was grinding against that perfect spot inside me with every brutal stroke.

“Feel that?” she hissed. “That’s where you belong. That’s where I own you.”

I clawed at the sheets, overwhelmed, my voice barely more than a sob. “Beth—oh fuck—please⁠—”

“Prince,” she corrected, slapping my thigh hard enough to make me jolt.

“Prince!” I cried. “Please, Prince Beth—please keep fucking me⁠—”

She growled, bending forward until her weight pinned me down completely, chest to chest, lips to my ear. “Rub your little clit for me,” she demanded.

Without thinking I reached for my cage, rubbing it, palming it, touching it in anyway that gave me a semblance of pleasure.

“That’s a good slut. How badly do you want to cum like this—in your pretty little dress?”

“So badly,” I whimpered. “Please make me cum.”

“Are you going to continue to be a good girl for me when you’re caged? Are you going to let me dress you up whenever I want to from now on? No whining?”

“Yes! Fuck yes!”

“Say your name.”

“I’m Natalie! I’m Princess Natalie—your girl—your toy⁠—”

Beth let out a low, hungry moan and bit down on my shoulder. “That’s right. My perfect girl. My fuckable little princess.”

I was spiraling—my thoughts blurring, my body wracked with overstimulation, pleasure folding into pain and back again. My cock was straining against its cage, my touches building up its desire.

“I’m gonna wreck you,” Beth growled, her thrusts becoming punishing now, the rhythm a blur of raw, unrelenting power. “I’m going to fuck you until you forget you were ever anything but my little good girl.”

My thighs trembled. My arms fell limp. My voice broke into high, shuddering gasps. “Beth—I can’t—I’m gonna⁠—”

I finally broke—my body shaking, tears in my eyes, back arching off the bed. My hands grabbing uselessly at the sheets as my entire body shook.

“Good girl!” she laughed when she saw what she had done to me. “My beautiful, perfect, obedient girl.”

I collapsed into the pillows, panting, trembling, dress soaked with sweat. When she finally pulled out and laid beside me, wrapping me in her arms, I felt like I belonged there.

Like I’d always been hers.

Like I always would be.

“You okay?” Beth murmured, brushing a finger along my jaw.

I nodded.

She kissed me softly—so different from the hard, possessive way she’d kissed me before. This was tender. Intimate.

She pulled away and smirked. “You really liked being my girl, didn’t you?”

“I think…” I swallowed, voice hoarse. “I think I’ve never liked anything more.”

Her smile widened. “You should’ve seen yourself. You took my cock like a natural.”

I flushed, hiding my face in her shoulder. “Stop…”

She laughed and wrapped her arms around me, dragging my body against hers. “Mmm, no. I think you need to hear it. You need to know what a perfect little princess you were.”

“I was a good girl,” I whispered, closing my eyes. “Wasn’t I?”

Beth leaned in close, her breath warm against my ear. “You were perfect.”


Feminized For The Masquerade
A HALLOWEEN GENDER SWAP STORY



Chapter 1
The Invitation


It started with a simple black envelope—thick, luxurious card stock sealed with a wax insignia I didn’t recognize. My name was written across the front in that unmistakable script, each loop and flourish unmistakably hers. Erika never did anything halfway.

It wasn’t like her to leave surprises, though. She didn’t need to be subtle. When she wanted something, she told me. Usually with her fingers curled around my chin and her other hand slipping under my waistband, feeling the firmness of my locked chastity cage—and smiling when I squirmed under her touch.

But this… this had the feeling of something ritualistic. Preordained.

I glanced across the kitchen to where she stood, calmly sipping her coffee in a robe that fell open just enough to distract me. She didn’t look over. She didn’t have to. The power in the room had shifted, and she was letting it settle, like dust in the sunlight.

I peeled the wax seal away and opened the envelope, the paper almost too heavy, too decadent for morning light.

Inside was a single card:

The Vandemere Masquerade Ball — Halloween Night.

Formal Attire Required.

Theme: Break the Rules. Embrace the Night.

I stared at it, reading the words over again. Masquerade Ball? Did people still have those?

“Wait… what is this?” I asked slowly, looking up.

She took another sip before answering. “It’s a Halloween ball. Hosted at that enormous estate just outside the city. Very exclusive. Everyone goes all out. Tuxedos, gowns, masks, dancing… champagne.” She walked toward me, barefoot and lazy, but her eyes were locked on mine like a predator circling prey. “Actually, we’re going to go with a special theme.” Her smile curled with wicked delight. “Gender-swapped.”

I blinked, uncertain. “As in… Men wear the dresses?”

“Oh yes,” she said with satisfaction, slipping her fingers under the edge of my t-shirt and dragging her nails lightly across my stomach. “And I go in a tux. We switch. We play. We redefine.” Her eyes glinted. “It’ll be fun. Daring. Erotic.”

“I—I don’t know…”

Her hand dropped lower, cupping the metal cage she’d kept me locked in for several weeks. “Still locked,” she whispered. “Still helpless. Still aching to be my good little boy.”

I gasped as she stroked the cage through the fabric, her movements slow, calculated. The ache that pulsed from my groin to my chest was instant. God, she knew exactly how to pull me apart with barely a word.

“You’ll go as my date, Chris,” she purred. “My little… Christine. That’s what I’ll call you for the evening.”

“Christine?” I choked out, my voice cracking.

“Mmm. And instead of Erika, I’ll be Erik,” she said, running her hands up my sides, pausing at my shoulders, possessive and poised. “Don’t you love it? My beautiful Christine, silent and mysterious behind her mask… everyone staring, wondering who the stunning woman in the black gown might be…”

“Black gown?” I whimpered, realizing that she already had this well planned out.

My cock strained uselessly inside its cage as I imagined myself dressed up. I hated how easy it was for her. How a few whispered words and a soft touch could have me halfway to begging.

“But what if someone recognizes me?” I asked weakly, clinging to the last threads of resistance. “What if⁠—”

“No one will,” she said, cutting me off. “That’s the beauty of a masquerade. The mask hides everything. And if you’re dressed right… no one will be looking at your face anyway.”

I swallowed hard.

“And even if someone does recognize you,” she added with a soft, cruel smile, “do you really think they’ll say anything? To the stunning woman in the designer gown? Or to the fierce woman in the tux holding her leash?”

My knees felt unsteady. I gripped the edge of the table, trying not to moan when she slipped her hand between my thighs and cupped the bulge again.

“I know you want it,” she whispered. “You’ve been squirming in that cage for days. And now I’m offering you a night out. A night where you get to be soft. Desired. Gorgeous. And if you make me proud…”

She pulled back and held up a silver key, dangling from a delicate chain.

“…I might unlock you.”

I let out a shaky breath.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” she said, leaning in to nip at my earlobe. “To feel your cock free again? To fuck me in that pretty dress, your lipstick smeared, your pantyhose ripped, moaning like a slut under me?”

“Y-yes,” I whispered, the desperation pouring out of me.

“Yes, what?” she asked, still holding the key just out of reach.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She smiled and kissed me—soft at first, then harder, claiming me, marking me. When she pulled back, I was breathless.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Now. Go to the guest room. Your lingerie is laid out on the bed. The gown is in the closet. Wig, shoes, jewelry—all waiting. I expect Christine ready by seven—and completely shaven.”

“Christine…” I repeated, my cheeks burning.

She tilted her head. “You do want to be unlocked tonight, don’t you?”

I nodded.

“Then be obedient. Be elegant. Be her.” She slipped the key back into her robe pocket and turned away without another word.

And just like that, I was alone with the envelope, the ache of my cage, and the name I hadn’t known I’d longed for.

Christine.


Chapter 2
The Costume


The bedroom door creaked open like I was stepping into another world. It wasn’t just a room anymore. It was a stage. A sanctuary. A trap.

Erika had laid everything out with precision. The bed was pristine, but at its center sat a careful arrangement of feminine artifacts that were unmistakably hers—and, for tonight, mine. Lingerie in soft ivory lace; matching panties with a delicate bra with just enough padding to create the illusion of fullness, and hanging up in the closet, the centerpiece: a black satin gown, long and graceful, with off-shoulder sleeves and a slit that hinted at seduction without showing too much. It shimmered in the light like water.

On the nearby vanity, her finishing touches waited for me like whispers in the dark: a blonde wig, soft and curled, lipstick in a perfect crimson, a silver necklace, earrings that sparkled like stars, sheer stockings folded neatly beside a razor and a can of shaving cream, and at the far end, a pair of matching black heels with a tall, merciless arch.

My throat tightened. My cock twitched in its cage, hopelessly trapped.

It wasn’t just the outfit. It was the intent. The care. She had built this experience for me, tailored it to dismantle my identity piece by piece and leave something else behind. Something fragile. Something beautiful. Something hers.

I stood frozen for a long moment, staring. Then I walked to the bathroom in a trance.

I stripped slowly, my fingers trembling as I stepped out of my boxers and looked down at my legs. The hair was nothing dramatic, but as much as I hated to admit it, Erika was right—it would ruin the illusion.

I turned on the water, lathered up, and began to shave. Each slow stroke of the razor was surreal. I watched my legs transform under the blade—skin revealed, smooth and pale, growing slick beneath the water. The act felt clinical, but the result… wasn’t. It was vulnerable. Erotic. Shameful in a way that made my heart race.

When I dried off and rubbed lotion into my skin—just like Erika always did—I felt like they didn’t belong to myself anymore. My legs were soft, feminine, foreign, yet strangely mine.

Back in the bedroom, I dressed in layers that made me forget who I was. The panties, taut and humiliating over my bulging cage, flattened me completely and the bra, fastened tightly, gave me a softness that felt artificial and real at once.

Then there were the tights—oh god, the tights. They whispered up my legs with an erotic smoothness that made me gasp aloud. The sheen of them made my newly bare skin glow. They caught the light and shimmered faintly, making me look like I was sculpted out of something delicate. Precious.

By the time I slid into the dress, it felt like the final layer of my disguise—and yet, somehow, the truest one. It fit like a glove. The slit up the side exposed just enough thigh to be dangerous. The bodice hugged my frame, adjusting my posture and forcing me to stand straighter, shoulders back, chest out. The off-shoulder sleeves made me feel exposed in a way I wasn’t used to. Not naked. Just… available.

I didn’t know if I looked beautiful. But I knew I looked owned.

Then came the wig. The soft blonde hair framed my face and brushed against my collarbones. I adjusted it, checked myself in the mirror. The curls softened everything—my jawline, my mouth, my expression. I looked like someone else.

No. I looked like her.

Christine.

A soft knock echoed from the door, and Erika stepped inside. I instantly noticed that she had changed. Her tuxedo was crisp, custom-fitted, almost severe. Her hair slicked back with sharp elegance. Her makeup was darker than usual—smoky eyes, sculpted cheekbones, a deep burgundy lip that gave her a dangerous, magnetic pull. She looked powerful. Masculine, yes—but in the most intoxicating way. Like a man crafted by a woman’s imagination, all edge and dominance.

She saw me and froze.

Then, a slow grin spread across her face. “Well,” she murmured. “Aren’t you something.”

I flushed. My instinct was to look down, but Christine kept her chin high.

Erika circled me slowly, fingers brushing the fabric of the gown, ghosting across the garter strap that peeked out from the slit.

“You shaved,” she said, voice approving. “Good girl.”

Her hand slipped up my thigh and pressed gently against the taut fabric over my cage. I gasped.

“Mmm. Still aching?” she whispered. “That’s how I like you. Desperate. Pretty. Soft.”

I moaned quietly, too ashamed to nod.

She picked up the black lace mask from the vanity and stepped behind me. She fastened it around my head softly, then let her fingers brush my cheek, tracing the edge of my lips. “One more thing,” she whispered.

From the vanity she picked up the vial of lipstick, which she gently applied to my puckered lips.

“There,” she breathed. “No one will see the boy underneath now. Just my Christine.”

The room spun for a moment.

Her Christine.

I turned to face her fully. Her arm was offered to me—gentlemanly, commanding.

“Look at yourself in the mirror, see the woman that you’ve become.”

I walked toward the mirror and barely recognized myself.

Christine was tall. Elegant. Poised.

Christine had shimmering legs and painted lips and eyes that gave nothing away.

Christine was a secret, a seduction, a surrender.

And I was her.

The cage pulsed between my legs. I whimpered, helpless.

“Let’s go,” Erika said, a smug smile on her face as she watched me.

I took her arm, trembling as she led Christine into the night.


Chapter 3
The Ball


The car ride was quiet. Not silent, exactly—there was music playing faintly from the speakers, something orchestral and haunting—but Erika didn’t speak, and I didn’t dare to. My hand rested delicately on her arm, the way she’d placed it after helping me into the car. Her hand had lingered on the small of my back as I stepped inside, not for support, but ownership. A gentle but undeniable reminder: you belong to me tonight.

The dress shimmered under the dim interior lights. My legs, smooth and wrapped in sheer tights, crossed instinctively at the ankle. Every time I shifted, the satin rustled, the tights whispered. I could feel the outline of my cage, locked and unyielding, pressing up beneath the taut fabric of the panties Erika had chosen for me.

The whole drive felt surreal. Like I wasn’t on my way to a party, but into a dream I couldn’t wake from. I couldn’t believe what I was wearing—or how I felt wearing it.

Erika finally glanced at me as we pulled into the estate driveway. Her voice was smooth and calm. “Remember. You’re Christine. Speak softly, move gracefully. Don’t break character.” She smiled. “And don’t embarrass me.”

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

She reached out and touched my cheek gently with the back of her hand. “Good girl.”

The car stopped. Outside, the Vandemere Estate rose out of the darkness like something out of a fairytale—if fairytales had marble columns, golden chandeliers spilling light through arched windows, and a valet line filled with people dressed like masked royalty.

Erika stepped out first, then turned and offered her hand to me.

I hesitated, just for a moment. Then I took it, and Christine stepped out into the night.

The air was cool. My heels clicked softly on the stone driveway. I could feel eyes on me almost immediately. Not in the way I expected. Not cruel. Not laughing.

Curious. Lingering.

Hungry.

We moved through the crowd and into the grand foyer, where costumed guests milled beneath a ceiling that stretched two stories high. The chandeliers above us looked like they’d been borrowed from Versailles. Classical music floated in from the next room. Every guest wore a mask—lace, leather, velvet, gold. And every man was in a tuxedo.

Except me.

The realization hit with a sudden, cold jolt. The other guests weren’t in gender-swapped outfits. Not all of them. Not even most of them.

None of them.

They were just... dressed up.

Erika had lied.

I turned to her in a panic, but she was already leading me toward the ballroom, calm and composed, her expression unreadable behind her dark mask. I leaned in, whispering, “You said the men would be wearing dresses at this party.”

She smiled faintly. “Did I?”

“You said⁠—”

“I said it was our the theme,” she replied, smooth as silk. “This estate is led by very powerful women and I wanted to make a good impression. And we are…” She leaned closer, her lips brushing my ear. “Don’t you feel how they’re looking at us?”

I did.

They were looking.

Not everyone. But enough. Enough to make me burn beneath the gown. Men and women, their gazes drifting to me like moths to a flickering flame. I couldn’t tell what they saw. A woman? A man in costume? A submissive? A dare?

But whatever it was… they were drawn to it.

To me.

Something twisted in my chest—shame, panic, and, horrifyingly, arousal. I felt small. On display. And yet… wanted.

Erika didn’t stop. She guided me through the room with her hand possessively on my lower back, introducing me only with, “This is Christine.” Her voice was low, suggestive. She didn’t elaborate. Didn’t explain.

She didn’t need to.

At one point, a tall man in a Venetian mask leaned toward me as we passed. “Stunning,” he murmured. “Enchanting.”

My breath hitched.

I didn’t respond. Christine wouldn’t know what to say.

We reached the ballroom. Erika took two glasses of champagne from a silver tray and handed one to me. I tried to hold it delicately, fingers out, wrist soft—like she’d taught me. She gave me an approving glance, then raised her glass.

“To being seen,” she said.

I clinked mine gently against hers.

“And to being wanted,” she added.

I took a deep swig hoping to steady my nerves, and to distract myself from the swelling aches beneath my panties.

The music shifted—something slow, opulent. Erika extended her hand. “Dance with me.”

“I don’t know how to⁠—”

“You’ll follow. You always do.”

I set my glass down, put my hand in hers, and let her pull me close. She led effortlessly, one hand on my waist, the other holding mine aloft. The fabric of my dress swayed with each step, catching the light as we moved across the floor.

We spun, slow and sensual, and I felt the heat of a hundred eyes on us. They were watching the woman in the tuxedo leading the trembling girl in satin.

Watching me, Christine. And for the first time that night, I didn’t want to hide.

I leaned into Erika, letting her guide me across the polished floor, my gloved fingers curled gently in her hand. Her palm pressed to the small of my back—firm, protective, possessive—and every time she shifted her grip or adjusted her step, I moved with her like I was built for it. Like I was hers to lead.

Because I was.

My heart fluttered under the tight bodice of my gown, the faintest friction of lace against my chest sending tingles down my spine. Beneath the layers of satin and tulle, the lingerie Erika had chosen clung to my skin like a secret—stockings taut against my thighs, the bra shaping my chest into something more feminine, the panties slick and snug over my chastity cage. Every step made the hem of my dress brush sensually around my ankles, the silky fabric gliding over smooth, shaved legs encased in sheer tights.

I felt soft. Feminine. Exquisite.

Beautiful.

And they saw it. All of them.

The men in their sharp tuxedos, eyes darting toward me between polite conversation and sips of champagne. The women in glittering gowns, watching with half-smiles or narrowed eyes, trying to decide what exactly I was. I could feel their curiosity clinging to me like perfume. I was something new. Something scandalous. Something irresistible.

But more than anything, I was hers.

Erika’s hand slipped lower as she pulled me closer into the next turn, and I felt her thigh brush between mine. My breath hitched, a soft, involuntary gasp caught behind the mask. My cage pulsed inside the panties, pressed tight against my body, aching and dripping with every subtle shift of her grip.

She leaned in, her lips brushing just below my ear.

“You’re being such a good girl,” she whispered, voice velvet-soft and filled with amusement. “I’m starting to think you really like this—the attention, the lingerie, the submission.”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My throat had closed with lust and awe. My whole body was trembling, my arousal pushed beyond thought, into something primal and helpless. I could only nod, cheeks blazing behind the mask.

She chuckled. “Good girl.”

And with that, she spun me again—spun Christine—in a perfect, dizzying twirl that made my skirt flare around me like a blossom opening for the night.

I was nothing but satin, submission, and the overwhelming desire to be seen.


Chapter 4
The Reward


By the time we left the party, I was trembling. Not from fear, but something more.

It was the weight of everything—the lingering gazes, the whispered compliments, the slow dances with Erika’s strong hand guiding my waist, fingers grazing skin that still tingled with electricity. The soft rustle of satin between my thighs. The cage pulsing under layers of silk and shame.

My feet ached from the heels. My lipstick was smudged. But I had never felt more alive.

Erika was silent in the car, one hand on the wheel, the other resting possessively on my bare thigh. Her fingers stroked lazily over the sheer tights, just enough to make me squirm.

When we reached home, I barely made it up the stairs before I gasped, “Please.”

She turned. “Please what?”

I stood at the edge of our bedroom, breathless, cheeks flushed. “I need— I can’t— Erika, please.”

Her smile was slow and dangerous. “Christine,” she said, deliberately drawing out the name, “you’ve been such a good girl tonight.”

I nodded frantically. “I did everything. I walked. I danced. I didn’t run when they stared.”

“And they did stare, didn’t they?” she purred. “They wanted you. All those men in their perfect suits, wondering what kind of woman hides behind that mask. What kind of slut.”

I whimpered. My cock twitched in its cage, so painfully hard it hurt.

She walked toward me slowly, predatory, her tux jacket already unbuttoned. “Tell me, Christine. Did it turn you on?”

“I… I don’t⁠—”

She grabbed my chin, forcing me to look up at her. “Did your little cock leak for them?”

I moaned, helpless. “Yes, Mistress.”

She shoved me gently back onto the bed, my gown puffing up as I hit the mattress.

“You’re staying pretty,” she said. “I want you like this.”

She stepped back, undoing her trousers, revealing the strap-on she’d worn underneath all night. Black, sleek, intimidating.

“Open your mouth.”

My eyes widened.

“You were such a good girl at the party,” she said, stroking the shaft in slow, taunting motions. “Now it’s time to show me how good you can be at home.”

I knew it was a test, something I needed to do if I wanted the night to have the ending I desired, but there was also a part of me that gave in without thinking. Like it was part of wearing the dress, like it was the right thing to do.

I dropped to my knees and felt my tights tightened around my thighs. My jaw parted as I leaned forward, lips trembling as I took the toy into my mouth. Erika’s fingers threaded through my wig, guiding me.

“That’s it,” she cooed. “God, look at you. If they could see you now. The way you kneel. The way you suck.”

I moaned around the cock. The cage throbbed, useless and tight. I was dripping inside the panties, leaking against the soft lace, every motion sending sparks up my spine.

She started to thrust slowly, holding my head steady.

“You love being like this,” she said. “Admit it.”

I pulled off with a gasp. “I do. I love it. I want to be good for you. I want—” My voice cracked. “I want more.”

She stepped back, stroking the strap-on against my cheek, smearing my lipstick further. “That’s what I like to hear. I think you’ve earned a reward,” she said softly.

She gestured for me to stand up then—like a miracle—she opened the top drawer of her dresser and pulled out the key.

I gasped, feeling my heart race as I climbed to my feet. “You’re unlocking me?”

“Only if you stay dressed,” she whispered. “Only if Christine wants this. Not Chris.”

“I do,” I said without hesitation. “She does. Please.”

She dangled the key before her—shiny, silver, delicate. It looked so small in her hand, so innocent. But it had ruled my life for days. Weeks.

My breath caught in my throat as she knelt between my thighs, bunching the dress around my hips. My sheer tights glistening over my trembling legs as she ran her hands over them and felt how smooth I had made them for her.

Her fingers hooked into the waistband of the ivory lace panties and pulled them down—slowly. My caged cock strained helplessly against the tight metal, twitching with each breath.

She let the panties hang at my knees, a humiliating garter between my trembling thighs.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “Straining so hard. Still trying to get hard despite being locked up. All that attention tonight and you never once got to touch yourself.”

“I… I did everything you asked,” I breathed, nearly sobbing with need. “I let them stare. I let you show me off. I danced, I smiled—I was good.”

“You were,” she agreed, tracing one perfectly manicured nail along the edge of the cage. “You were exquisite, Christine.”

Then she leaned forward and pressed a kiss to the metal, her lips warm and soft against the cold steel.

“So tonight, you will get your reward.”

The key slid into the lock. I whimpered as it turned, a quiet click breaking the tension like thunder.

Then—blessed, excruciating freedom.

The cage slid away from my body and she gently set it aside. My cock sprang forward, so swollen and sensitive it hurt. I cried out, half in relief, half in shock at the rush of sensation. It was almost too much. Every nerve felt raw, exposed. I could feel the breeze against the head. I could feel the lace of the panties still clinging to my thighs. I could feel everything.

She didn’t touch me. Not yet.

Instead, Erika stood and touched herself—the black strap-on that still dangled from her hips. She swiftly shoved me down onto the bed and climbed up, straddling me, letting the silicone shaft rest heavy against my belly, parallel with my own freed cock.

“I could fuck you with this,” she whispered, trailing her fingers over my chest. “I could turn you over, slide into that pretty ass, make you moan into the sheets like a perfect little slut.”

My body arched involuntarily.

“I have a feeling Christine would let me do whatever I pleased to her. Isn’t that right?”

My lips quivered as I thought of what to say. Part of me knew she was right. Being dressed like this, being treated like this, it was all so addicting. I craved more.

The other part of me was desperate to use my finally free cock, to feel the pleasure that I had desired for so long. But I knew there was no hiding the truth.

“Y-yes,” I stammered, hating my lips for admitting such an answer.

“So I should probably give Christine was she truly wants, shouldn’t I?”

My mouth opened, but I hesitated again. Then the true answer dawned on me. “You should do with me as you please, Mistress.”

Erika gasped, smiling with approval. “Yes, my good, obedient girl. That’s exactly right,” she purred. “And tonight, I want you to use your cock while you’re still dressed like my pretty little whore.”

And then she moved—lifting herself, grabbing my cock at the base, lining it up.

When I felt the heat of her—real and slick and tight—I nearly lost it. She sank down slowly, breath catching in her throat as she took me inch by inch. My eyes rolled back in my head. The warmth, the pressure, the slick pull of her body around mine—it was overwhelming. I hadn't felt anything in weeks. I hadn’t felt this in forever.

“Oh my god,” I groaned, hips twitching helplessly beneath her. “Fuck, Erika⁠—”

She slapped her hand over my mouth. “Not a sound,” she hissed. “Not unless I say.”

I moaned into her palm as she started to move.

Her rhythm was slow, torturous, rolling her hips in wide, commanding circles. She didn’t bounce. She rode—every motion calculated to keep me trembling just under the edge.

My cock was so sensitive it twitched with every breath, every shift. I could feel her muscles tighten around me, milking me, coaxing me to the brink without ever letting me fall.

“Don’t you dare come yet,” she whispered, dragging her nails down my chest through the lace bra. “You come when I say you can.”

I whimpered as I tried to contain myself, knowing that I would be locked much longer if I came too early.

She built a rhythm, slow and wet, my cock sliding into her again and again, the sound obscene, the feeling unbearable. She kept her hand over my mouth, muffling my cries, forcing me to whimper through clenched teeth as she rode me like a throne.

“You wore my dress. You wore my name,” she said, panting. “Now you’ll wear this memory. For the rest of your fucking life.”

My legs kicked against the bed. The tights slipped lower, clinging to my thighs. The panties were stretched so tightly they pressed into my skin like a brand.

Her other hand came to rest at the base of my cock, squeezing—just enough to hold me back.

“Please—” I moaned into her palm.

“Not yet.”

She bounced harder now, her slick pussy gripping me tighter, her breath ragged as her own orgasm crept closer. I could see it in the way her body shook. The way her eyes fluttered shut. The way she bit her lower lip.

And then, just when I thought I couldn’t survive another second, she whispered:

“Now. Come for me, Christine. Now.”

The dam broke.

I came with a cry that tore through the room, my whole body convulsing, hips bucking beneath her as I emptied into her in hot, helpless pulses. It felt endless. Like everything I’d been holding back had finally erupted—days of denial, humiliation, arousal, tension, need.

Erika didn’t stop. She kept riding me through it, milking every last twitch, every spasm, until I was whimpering beneath her, shaking, gasping for air.

When I was completely spent, she leaned down, pressed her lips to mine, and whispered, “That’s my girl.”


Chapter 5
The Afterglow


Morning came slow and gray, sunlight diffused through the curtains in lazy streaks. I woke to the warmth of Erika’s body curled around mine, the scent of sex and silk still heavy in the sheets. Her leg draped over my thigh, possessive even in sleep, and her breath stirred the hair at the nape of my neck.

I didn’t want to move. I didn’t want to leave this cocoon of touch and scent and belonging. But eventually, Erika stirred. She kissed my shoulder, murmured something unintelligible, and stretched like a cat before slipping out of bed.

“Up,” she said softly. Not a command, not quite—but still one I obeyed without question.

She moved around the room nude, elegant and unconcerned. I sat on the edge of the bed, my body sore in the best way, my thighs sticky, my chest still flushed from the night before. My wig had long since come off, and now my makeup was a smudged ghost of glamour on my cheeks. But I still wore the bra. The stockings. The panties.

And I didn’t want to take them off.

Erika reappeared beside me, carrying the pile of my old clothes: boxers, slacks, button-down, belt. The clothes I had worn before. She laid them out on the bed beside me, chuckling at the outfit I still had on.

When I saw my old clothes beside me, something shifted in my chest. I swallowed hard. “Do I… have to wear those?”

She arched a brow. “Your tights are all torn from last night and your panties are a mess,” she said casually as she leaned down to help undress me.

I said nothing. Just sat there as she undressed me piece by piece. She was slow with it—not teasing, not cruel. Just methodical. She eased the stockings down my legs, slipped off the panties, then took off the bra. Soon I was bare again—and I hated it.

I reached for my boxer with stiff fingers, dragging them up over my legs like they didn’t belong to me. When I pulled them over my cock—still soft from satisfaction, still tender—it twitched once before falling still. Something about the cotton felt wrong. Wrong against my skin. Wrong against who I had been last night.

I sat there, half-dressed, and frowned down at the rest of the clothes. “I feel…”

Erika returned from the bathroom, wrapped in a satin robe, toweling off her damp hair. She looked at me sitting there in slacks and an undershirt, half-dressed and slumped, clearly not right.

“You feel what?” she asked, voice light, but her eyes sharp. “Naked?”

I hesitated. “Yes. Like something’s missing now.”

She grinned. “That’s because something is missing, love.”

She crossed the room to her nightstand, opened the drawer, and held up something small and pink that glinted in the morning light.

“You’re not wearing your cage,” she grinned. “And I have a special new one for you.”

My breath hitched. I hadn’t even noticed. My body had grown so used to its presence that its absence was like a missing limb—no wonder I felt so exposed.

“Come here,” she said.

I stood without thinking.She pulled my waistband down, revealing my soft cock—still flushed, still marked from the night before. She cupped me briefly, gently, and I twitched in her palm.

“It’s not just about keeping you locked up,” she murmured, reaching for the ring. “It’s about helping you feel like yourself again. Isn’t it?”

I swallowed hard. “Yes, Mistress.”

She assembled the cage with the same calm precision she always used, fitting it over me, securing the lock. That familiar little click echoed through me like a bell. I let out a long, slow breath as the tension in my chest eased.

This cage was different, however. The pink was so feminine compared to my normal metal cage—and it was smaller, less visible. It was almost feminine.

“There,” she said, brushing her fingers over the top of the device with a soft, affectionate smile. “Much better.”

I nodded, dazed. I did feel better. Still a little off—adrift, like I wasn’t ready to leave the spell of last night—but not lost. “Mostly, but I still feel off.”

“Oh? I think I know exactly why.” Erika stepped back and walked to her dresser. She opened a drawer, rummaged for a moment, then turned back toward me with something pinched between two fingers.

A lacy, cherry-red pair of panties.

“You really want to wear more of my clothes, don’t you?” she teased, her voice all wicked delight as she tossed them toward me.

I caught them instinctively, heart lurching. The fabric was soft and delicate in my hands. Holding them made my caged cock throb, straining uselessly against the pink plastic.

“I…” I didn’t finish the thought. The words melted as heat flooded my face.

She stepped closer again, watching me fumble. “You did seem rather into it last night,” she said, amusement curling at the edge of her smile. “Perhaps I think I can think of a few more reasons to let you dress up in the future.”

My breathing quickened. I clutched the panties a little tighter.

Erika leaned in, brushed her lips against my cheek, then whispered in my ear:

“Christine won’t have to wait until next Halloween. Not if you’re a good girl.”


The Maid In The Murder Mystery
A HALLOWEEN GENDER SWAP STORY



Chapter 1
Plans


“Guess what came in the mail today,” Claire said, her voice sing-song and suspiciously sweet.

I didn’t even look up. “If it’s another box of pumpkin spice everything, I swear⁠—”

“Nope,” she cut in. “Better.”

I glanced up from my laptop just as she laid a thick black envelope on the table in front of me like it was a loaded gun. Black card stock, elegant yet ominous. The kind of envelope that looked like it came with a blood pact.

She perched on the edge of the table like a cat who knew she’d already caught the mouse. Her legs crossed at the knee, sweater sliding off one shoulder, and that look in her eyes—the one that always meant I was about to be very turned on and very uncomfortable about it.

I closed the laptop halfway. “Should I be worried?”

Claire beamed. “It’s an invitation. For tonight. A full murder mystery party—costumes, characters, immersive setting. All at the Cavanaugh Estate. Can you think of a better event for Halloween?”

That caught me off guard.

“Roger’s parents’ place? That creepy stone mansion with the gargoyle gate?”

She nodded, eyes gleaming. “The very same. It’s invite-only. Apparently, they do one massive immersive experience every Halloween. You get a sealed packet in the mail with your character and costume. You’re not allowed to break role once the game begins. Full commitment.”

I raised an eyebrow. “And how exactly did we get invited to such an event at your ex-boyfriend’s parent’s house?”

Her grin turned sly. “I may have… requested an invitation. Everyone has been talking about it.”

I didn’t like the sound of this. Any of it.

She leaned forward slightly, just enough for her necklace to swing into view—the one with the key. Small, silver, and utterly devastating. My cock twitched inside its cage, already aching at the mere suggestion of her holding all the cards. Or keys, in this case.

“Did you ever lock Roger up like you do me?” I asked cautiously.

She rolled her eyes exaggeratedly and let out a huff of air. “You know I didn’t, baby. He was never somebody that I could control like you,” she said casually, as if my submissive nature was common knowledge. “Besides, he cheated on me which is why I make my new boyfriends surrender all control of their cocks to me.”

Her casual humiliation of me made my cock start to swell, but I still didn’t like the idea of seeing Roger again.

I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry. “Does he know that I’m locked?”

“It may have come up in passing.”

I gritted my teeth at her admission, now dreading the idea of this party even more. “Do we have to go?”

She looked down bashfully, starting to play with the key on her necklace—my key. “Well, I suppose we could just stay home and do nothing… or, we could go to the event of the year, and maybe I’ll use this afterwards.”

I tried not to squirm, but I could feel the warmth creeping up my neck. I hadn’t been allowed out in over a month. And even when she teased me about the possibility, she never followed through. Teasing was the point.

“So, what are we supposed to do at this thing?” I asked. “Act like we’re someone else for a night?”

“Oh, exactly. We go in costume, get our scripts, follow our clues, and try to solve the murder. Or commit it, depending on who we get.” She paused dramatically. “Speaking of…”

She opened the envelope with a slow, deliberate motion, her fingers sliding along the seal. I watched helplessly, knowing full well I had no say in whatever hellish role was about to be handed to me.

She pulled out two character cards and read the first one aloud in a faux-seductive accent. “‘Claire: Professor Lucien Delacroix. Mysterious foreign academic. Expert in poisons, scandalous affairs, and high-society secrets.’” She looked up, visibly thrilled. “Oh, I’m gonna rock this. Cravat, cane, dramatic monologues. It’s perfect.”

“Okay, a character like that sounds like it could be kind of fun,” I admitted.

“See, that’s the Halloween spirit!”

Then she read the second card. She blinked, then started giggling.

“Oh my god.” She turned the card toward me. “You’re going to die.”

I looked. And regretted it.

Name: Chloe

Role: French Maid

Traits: Obedient, flustered, timid. Strong attention to detail.

Costume: Lace-trimmed black dress, apron, petticoats, white stockings, high heels.

Accent required: French.

Submissive dynamic to character Professor Lucien Delacroix.

I stared at the card, then back at her. “You have got to be kidding me. This is Roger’s doing. That dick!”

Claire was already laughing. “This is divine. It’s like they know us. I’m the dominant professor, and you’re my flustered, obedient maid. You even have to speak with a little French accent!”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “No chance. Not happening.”

“You sure about that?” she asked, twirling the key again.

I groaned.

“Come on, it’s perfect,” she cooed, leaning toward me. “You’ve got the legs for it and I have a feeling you’re going to make a pretty sexy woman.” Her voice dipped lower. “Besides… it’s not like you deny me. You’re locked, remember? Don’t you want to earn your key, Chloe?”

I flinched at the name.

She grinned wider. “Oh yes. Think about it, you’re practically already Chloe. I make you cook and clean all the time, the only difference is that now you will be doing it in the proper attire. Maybe I’ll even ask Roger to keep the outfit so you can really be my little housemaid. My obedient, dolled-up helper. Scurrying around in heels, trying not to make a scene, hoping someone doesn’t look up your skirt.”

My face was on fire. And despite myself—despite the panic, the humiliation, the sheer ridiculousness of it all—I felt the traitorous throb of my cock pressing against its cage.

She saw it. Of course she did.

“Getting excited already?” she teased. “You do love being my plaything. And you love being embarrassed.”

“I didn’t say yes,” I mumbled.

She got up, walked around behind me, and slid her arms around my shoulders, letting her fingers dance down my chest as she leaned in.

“I know you didn’t. But I also know you’re going to. Because you love this. You love being controlled. You love knowing I can make you into whatever I want—whenever I want.” Her lips brushed my ear. “And I want you to be Chloe.”

I swallowed hard. Her hand drifted lower, palming my locked bulge through my pants, slowly rubbing the outside of the cage.

“And remember, if you behave at the party, maybe—maybe—I’ll unlock you afterward,” she whispered.

I whimpered. Actually whimpered.

She pulled away and clapped her hands. “Wonderful! Now that that’s settled, I’m going to text this number to confirm our acceptance of the invitation. They say the costumes will arrive within the hour.”

I sat there, dazed, half-horrified, half-aroused, my heart pounding.

I was going to a Halloween party.

Dressed as a maid.

Named Chloe.

And I wasn’t even sure which part of that scared me more: the humiliation… or how much it turned me on.


Chapter 2
Dressed For The Part


Claire laid out the costume piece by piece like she was unveiling treasure. First came the dress—short, black, and trimmed in white lace, complete with a flirty apron and puffed sleeves. Then the layers underneath: petticoats, thigh-high stockings, a garter belt, panties so sheer they made me blush just looking at them. And of course, heels. Tall heels.

“Claire…” I said slowly, trying to process it all. “This is… a lot.”

She just grinned, holding up the dress like a trophy. “You’re going to look precious.”

I folded my arms. “Can’t I just be, like… a butler? Or someone with pants?”

She ignored me completely and patted the bed. “Strip. Let’s get you into Chloe’s uniform.”

I hesitated, heart pounding. But I knew that tone. She wasn’t asking. So I obeyed.

Piece by piece, she transformed me. She started with the garter belt and panties, humming as she guided them up my legs. The panties hugged tight over my cage, a perfect little prison beneath sheer white lace. Then came the stockings, which she rolled slowly up my thighs, attaching each one to the garters with practiced ease. I couldn’t look her in the eye when she clipped the straps into place—it was too much. Too intimate. Too humiliating. Too arousing.

Then the petticoats. Fluffy, rustling layers that made a mockery of any remaining masculinity I had. She pulled them up around my waist, giggling when I swayed unsteadily under their weight.

“Chloe’s got a lot of bounce,” she teased.

Secretly I was glad for the covering, not wanting her to see how much my cock was starting to strain beneath my panties from the lingerie she was dressing me in.

The dress followed. It was snug, especially across the chest where she stuffed in breast forms and adjusted them until my cleavage looked almost natural. She fussed over the waistline and tugged the skirt into place, stepping back to admire her work like a proud stylist.

And then the wig. Blonde, curled, and soft as silk. She set it gently on my head and fluffed the bangs until I looked like someone else entirely.

“You look beautiful already,” Claire said cheerfully. “But we’re not done yet. Chloe needs her face.”

I blinked. “Makeup too?”

She gave me a look that made my knees weak. “Of course. You think I’m letting you out the door with those eyebrows?”

I sat on the little vanity stool while she gathered her tools—foundation, powders, a full palette of pinks, peaches, and shimmery things I couldn’t name. I stared at my reflection, still vaguely myself but already starting to disappear beneath the outfit.

“Close your eyes,” she said.

And then she began.

Claire was so gentle. Her fingers were light, her touch confident. She worked with practiced ease, dabbing and brushing, blending and lining, transforming me stroke by stroke. I felt her apply foundation to even out my skin, then a soft blush across my cheeks that made me feel feverish with shame. She spent extra time on the eyes—smoky shadow, curled lashes, mascara, and finally, a delicate wing of eyeliner that made my stomach twist.

When she finished, she stepped back with a satisfied smile and handed me a lipstick tube. “Go on. You do the honors.”

I hesitated. Then uncapped it and applied the glossy pink shade with trembling fingers, finishing with a little pout.

Claire smiled, visibly proud. “Perfect.”

Then she spun me gently toward the full-length mirror.

I froze.

For a moment, I didn’t even recognize myself. The girl in the mirror wasn’t Jason. She was soft, pretty, nervous. Her cheeks were flushed, lips shiny, lashes long and flirty. Her skirt bounced with every breath. She looked like a submissive little thing who needed to be told what to do—and loved being told.

She looked like Chloe.

“Oh my god,” I whispered.

Claire stepped behind me, placing her hands on my hips. “You look gorgeous,” she whispered. “You really do. Chloe has come to life.”

I swallowed hard. “I can’t believe I’m actually doing this.”

“But you can, and you are,” she said, brushing my curls over one shoulder. “You’re going to stay in character the entire night, oui?”

I forced a breath through my nose. “Oui, madame.”

She smiled. “Good girl.”

I felt a mix of pride and dread as she walked around me, making little adjustments to my dress, my wig, my posture. I hated how much I loved her approval. How much I wanted to please her. Especially now.

“Almost done,” she said cheerfully, walking to the closet.

That should’ve been my warning. She opened the door, reached up to the top shelf, and pulled down a small black box.

“Wait,” I said warily. “What’s that?”

She turned to me with a smirk. “Just a little insurance.”

I tensed. “Insurance for what?”

Claire opened the box and pulled out something I’d never seen before—but immediately recognized.

A vibrating butt plug. Sleek, matte silicone. The kind that buzzed remotely with a click. My stomach dropped.

She walked toward me slowly, toying with the base between her fingers. “I bought it a while ago. Thought it might come in handy one day. Tonight seems like the perfect opportunity.”

My throat tightened. “Claire…”

She raised an eyebrow. “If you break character, if you misbehave, if you roll your eyes or slouch or sass me in any way… buzz.”

“You’re serious?”

“Deadly.” She stepped closer and placed the plug in my hand. “Now. Be a good maid and bend over the bed.”

I froze.

Her voice dropped to a purr. “Or are you already forgetting who holds the key?”

Goddammit.

I turned and leaned over the bed, cock throbbing from her dominance. Claire was quiet as she lubed it up, then I felt the cold press against me. My breath hitched. It slid in with ease—embarrassingly so—and settled snugly inside.

I gasped as it clicked into place.

Claire patted my ass once. “There. Now you’re ready to serve.”

I stood carefully, the plug shifting with every movement. It was impossible to ignore—an unrelenting reminder of her control. One flick of her finger and I’d be a mess in front of everyone.

“Chloe,” she said sweetly, stepping in front of me, “meet your final accessory.”

She held up the remote and tapped the button once. A sharp buzz pulsed through me. I yelped and nearly stumbled in my heels.

She smiled. “Don’t forget—Professor Delacroix is in charge tonight. Chloe just curtsies and obeys.”

My heart was pounding. My cock throbbed hopelessly in its cage. And I knew then, without question, that tonight was going to be hell.

But I was going to love every second of it.


Chapter 3
The Party


Ifelt every step. The heels clicked against the walkway like tiny betrayals, each one echoing louder than it should. My petticoats swished with every movement, brushing against the tops of my thighs, soft and obscene. The plug inside me shifted constantly, never letting me forget it was there, and every now and then Claire would glance my way, remote hidden casually in her coat pocket.

The Cavanaugh Estate loomed in front of us, lit dramatically with orange spotlights and strung-up lanterns shaped like bleeding candles. It looked like something out of a gothic novel—perfect for a murder mystery party and a fucking nightmare for someone trying to blend in while dressed like a maid named Chloe.

Claire tugged my arm playfully. “You look so nervous.”

“Gee, I wonder why.”

She leaned in and whispered, “Keep up that pouty little tone, and I might test the buzzer before we even walk in the door.”

I straightened up instantly. “Sorry. I meant, oui, madame.”

Her grin was wicked. “Much better.”

We stepped inside, and I was hit with a wave of candlelight, laughter, and rustling fabrics. The foyer alone was massive—two stories of carved banisters, stone archways, and moody classical music wafting from a string quartet in the corner. Costumed guests mingled, drinks in hand, each one dressed in period clothes or dramatic flair. And there I was, Chloe the maid, trying not to trip over my own skirt.

And then I saw him. Roger.

Tall. Broad-shouldered. Hair slicked back. A black waistcoat over crisp pinstripes, a velvet cravat at his throat, and a smug little smirk already forming when he spotted me.

I wanted to melt into the floor.

“Ah,” he said, his voice loud enough to cut through the room as he approached, two drinks in hand. “Claire. And… this must be your guest. Chloe, was it?”

He stopped just short of us, handing Claire a drink while his eyes took in every inch of my look.

Claire’s eyes lit up with amusement as she accepted his offering. “Inspector Hawthorne,” she said smoothly, playing along with the character roles. “So good to see you again. I trust you’ll be keeping a close eye on my maid tonight?”

“Oh, absolutely,” Roger said, eyes sliding to me. “Someone like her? She could be hiding all sorts of secrets under that skirt.”

I blushed furiously.

Claire reached over and tucked a stray curl of my wig behind my ear. “She’s very obedient, aren’t you, Chloe?”

My stomach twisted. “Oui, madame,” I said, voice barely above a whisper.

Roger chuckled. “You hear that accent? That’s commitment. Someone’s been trained very well.”

Claire took a sip of her wine, perfectly casual. “She’s had plenty of practice.”

“I can see that,” Roger said, his gaze dropping to my legs. “That posture. The makeup. You’ve really thrown yourself into the role.” He stepped closer. “Or were you just dying to dress like this?”

I clenched without meaning to—and that damn plug pressed harder inside me.

Claire must’ve seen the flicker in my expression, because her finger twitched over the remote. I stiffened immediately.

“Careful, Chloe,” she murmured under her breath. “You’re already on thin lace.”

Roger leaned in, voice lower. “Tell me, maid—how long have you been serving your mistress?”

I swallowed. “Tonight is… my first time in public, monsieur.”

Claire grinned. “She’s a little shy. But very eager to impress.”

Roger stepped back, swirling his drink. “Well then. I expect her to be very attentive. I may have some messes that need cleaning.”

My cheeks burned. Claire just smiled sweetly. “Oh, she’s very good at cleaning.”

He looked me up and down one more time. “You’re lucky, Claire. Not many partners would go so far for you.”

“I know,” she said, and looped her arm through mine possessively. “But don’t get any ideas. She’s mine.”

The word sent a thrill down my spine.

Claire guided me away, heels clicking over marble, and we joined a group of guests near the drawing room. I could still feel Roger’s eyes on me as we walked, and I hated how much it made me flush.

“I hate him,” I hissed under my breath.

“I know,” Claire whispered back. “So be better than him. Be the perfect little Chloe. Let’s make him wish he never let me go.”

And right then, I made a choice. I wasn’t just going to play Chloe. I was going to be Chloe.

And I was going to win.


Chapter 4
It Begins


Soon, the main event began. Claire held court easily, glass of red wine in hand, laughing with another guest in a top hat.

I stood quietly at her side, hands folded in front of my apron, trying to stay still. Trying not to fidget. Trying to look like a maid. Because every time I moved, the plug inside me reminded me just how powerless I was.

The skirt swished around my thighs. My heels pinched. The cage was tight and unforgiving. And still, Claire hadn’t buzzed me once since we’d entered the house—not because she forgot, but because she didn’t need to. Her presence alone was enough to keep me in line.

“Chloe,” she said sweetly, “why don’t you fetch a glass of sherry for Inspector Hawthorne? He’s in the library.”

Of course he was.

I nodded, curtsied and murmured, “Oui, madame,” before turning and gliding as gracefully as I could in heels toward the arched double doors.

The library was dim and mostly empty, save for one figure by the fireplace.

Roger.

He turned when I entered, drink already in hand. “Ah, there you are,” he said smoothly, like he’d been waiting for me.

“I—um—” I faltered. “Claire said you needed a drink, monsieur?”

“I did,” he said, stepping closer. “But now that you’re here… I think I need something else.”

I swallowed hard.

He circled slowly, eyes raking over me like he was inspecting a crime scene. I stood still, heart pounding, legs tight together.

“Miss Chloe,” he began, in that smug, in-character voice that made me want to slap him and melt at the same time, “you are the only member of staff unaccounted for during the time of the murder.”

“I—I was with Professor Delacroix,” I stammered.

“Were you?” He arched an eyebrow. “Because the other guests say they saw him in the salon… alone.”

He stepped closer. Close enough that I could smell his cologne. Close enough that I had to tilt my chin up to meet his eyes.

“May I search you?” he asked, voice low and rich with suggestion.

I blinked. “Search… me?”

“For clues,” he said, feigning innocence. “Standard procedure.”

I glanced around the room. No one else. No Claire. No safety net.

“Go ahead,” I said, barely above a whisper.

“Louder.”

“Go ahead… monsieur.”

He smiled then started with my skirt, lifting it ever so slightly with the back of his hand. My petticoats rustled. His eyes never left mine as he circled me again, slower this time.

“You're shaking,” he said. “Nervous?”

“No, monsieur.”

He reached for my apron, smoothing it down. His hand lingered at my waist, then dipped lower—slowly brushing over the curve of my ass.

I gasped—just softly—but it was enough.

Buzz.

The plug inside me came to life for a half-second burst. My knees buckled.

And Roger didn’t miss a thing.

“Your master gave me this little device to help with my questioning,” he murmured, holding up the remote to my plug. “He has quite the leash on you, doesn’t he?”

I bit my lip. “I’m to stay in character.”

“Oh, I can tell. You’re doing so well, too. The wig, the accent, that little cage I bet you’re hiding under those frills…”

My breath caught.

He leaned in close. “She told me.”

I froze.

“She told me what you’re wearing. What you’re not allowed to do. What she’s got buried in you right now.” He paused, just long enough to watch the heat rise in my cheeks. “You’re her puppet tonight. A walking, buzzing doll.”

I couldn’t speak.

“Which makes this next part so much more fun.”

He reached into his coat and pulled out a small notepad, flipping it open with a showman’s flourish. “Now. I’m going to ask you a series of questions, and if you lie…” He smiled. “Well. We both know what happens.”

I didn’t even need to see the remote in his hand to believe him.

“Name?”

“Chloe, monsieur.”

“Occupation?”

“Housemaid.”

He stepped closer. “Have you ever worn a dress like this before tonight?”

“No, monsieur.”

Buzz.

My back arched involuntarily, my cock pulsing from the feeling.

“Lie,” he said, grinning. “I can see it in your cheeks.”

I tried to regain composure, eyes watering. “Please…”

“Have you ever wanted this?”

I shook my head. “No.”

Buzz.

Longer, this time. I whimpered.

“Do you want it now?”

I hesitated. I hated that I hesitated.

Buzz.

I gasped, thighs trembling.

He leaned in close enough for his breath to brush my cheek. “That’s what I thought.”

I didn’t answer. Couldn’t.

Then, just like that, he stepped back, notebook snapping shut.

“You’ve been very helpful,” he said smoothly. “But I’ll be watching you, Chloe. Very closely.”

He gave me a mock-bow and walked past, leaving me flushed, shaky, and more humiliated than I’d ever been.

I wasn’t sure if my heart was pounding from fear, arousal, or the terrifying realization that I hadn’t broken character once—and didn’t want to.


Chapter 5
Her Good Girl


My legs were trembling by the time I found a quiet hallway to collect myself. The plug inside me pulsed with every step, reminding me I wasn’t Jason right now—I was Chloe. And Chloe was owned, dressed, watched, and humiliated at every turn.

Roger had gotten under my skin, and he knew it. His questions, his touches, the casual way he made me admit what I wanted… I’d never felt so exposed.

And yet… I hadn’t broken. Not once.

I was still in character. Still composed. Still hers.

Claire found me standing near an old grandfather clock, pretending to fan myself with a prop clue card. My posture was perfect, just like she taught me. Chin high. Wrists folded. Legs close together, skirt tucked in.

She didn’t say a word at first. Just stepped beside me, slipped an arm around my waist, and pulled me close like we were just another elegant couple enjoying the game.

“You were perfect,” she murmured, so low it almost didn’t register.

I turned to her, wide-eyed. “He—he touched me.”

Her eyes sparkled. “And you didn’t stop him.”

“I couldn’t⁠—”

“You didn’t,” she corrected, fingers slipping just slightly under the hem of my skirt. “You stood there. You let him feel you. You blushed. You whimpered. And you stayed in character. I bet you even liked it.”

I flushed hot. My cage throbbed.

Claire leaned in close. “You’re such a good girl.”

Her words sank straight into my core. I didn’t realize how badly I needed them until I heard them.

Then she whispered, “Come with me,” and took my hand.

The room she led me to was tucked at the end of a side corridor—dark, quiet, filled with the scent of old paper and wood polish. A library or study, with velvet chairs, an empty fireplace, and no one to overhear.

She shut the door behind us and locked it with a quiet click.

I barely had time to turn before she was on me.

Her hands cupped my cheeks as she kissed me, deep and possessive. I moaned into her mouth as she pulled me close, one hand gripping the small of my back, the other tangling in my curls. I melted instantly, my whole body leaning into hers, desperate for contact.

Her thigh pressed between my legs. The plug shifted and pressed deeper inside me, grinding up against the spot that made me gasp.

“Shhh,” she whispered. “Let me touch my good girl.”

She kissed down my neck, leaving little smudges of lipstick against my skin. Her hands roamed over the fabric of my uniform, lifting the skirt slightly, teasing the edge of my garters with her fingertips.

“You have no idea how proud I am,” she murmured. “Watching you curtsy. Seeing your little face when Roger called you Chloe. And you didn’t run. You just took it. Like the perfect maid.”

I shivered.

Her hand slid down, rubbing my cage through the thin satin of my panties. I whimpered at the touch—my cock already twitching inside the plastic, aching for any kind of friction.

“Do you want a reward?” she asked.

“Yes,” I whispered.

She slid her hand down harder, pressing against the cage in firm, steady circles while her lips brushed my ear. “I’m going to give you something extra special.”

I gasped as her hand slipped lower—not over, but under my skirt—reaching around to the plug still nestled deep inside me.

Her fingers curled around the base and pushed. Slowly. Firmly. Just enough to make me gasp, then clench as she pulled it back and pressed again.

I whined, my forehead resting against her shoulder. The feeling was too much. The soft lace of my panties clung to my cage, every nerve inside me firing at once, my thighs trembling as she started a rhythm—press, pause, press—pushing the plug deeper over and over, like a cruel mockery of the fucking I wasn’t allowed to have.

“Is that driving you crazy yet?” she whispered.

I nodded helplessly.

“Poor baby,” she murmured, punctuating each word with a slow thrust of the plug. “Plugged like a little toy… and you love it. Don't you, baby?”

“Yes…”

“I bet you’d hump my leg right now if I let you. Caged, plugged, dripping like a needy little thing. Desperate to cum like it was your first time.” She reached around with her other hand and tapped the cage again. “But forced to be so obedient.”

My whole body was shaking. My chest was rising and falling too fast. I was moaning without meaning to, rubbing my thighs together like that would help, whimpering every time she pushed.

Then, just when I thought I might shatter—she stilled. Her hand pulled out the remote. Her breath tickled my cheek.

“You know,” she said casually, “Roger and I had a little chat after your interrogation.”

I tensed.

She clicked the remote.

Buzz.

Short. Sharp. Cruel. I cried out into her shoulder.

“I told him how good you’ve been. And he agreed—said I should keep the uniform. That Chloe looks too natural in it to be a one-night thing.”

I gasped. “Claire⁠—”

She clicked the remote again, holding it longer this time.

Buzzzzzzzz.

My knees buckled. I clutched her waist for support as the plug vibrated hard inside me, sending little aftershocks through my whole body.

“You look beautiful, sexy, like you were meant to be Chloe. Fuck, I’ve been wanting to touch you like this all night.” She pressed her leg between mine, forcing my caged cock to grind against her thigh. “Every time you tease your ass when you bend over, your little panties flashing to the crowd… it makes me want to break character to grab you and let everyone know that you’re mine. All mine.”

“I am yours,” I moaned into her.

“You are, and my good little maid wants to cum so bad, doesn’t she?” she said, voice like silk.

“Yes—God, yes—please⁠—”

She kissed me again, and her hand returned to rubbing my cage, slow and deliberate, while the plug continued to pulse on and off.

“I could have so many plans for Chloe,” she whispered against my lips. “Cleaning days. Post-work ‘uniform time.’ Maybe a little photoshoot for just the two of us. Think you'd look cute in something pink and frilly next time?”

I whimpered helplessly.

“You’ll be locked, of course. Just like this. Plugged. Pretty. And if you’re very lucky, I might let you touch me.”

“Yes—please, Claire⁠—”

The buzzing grew stronger. My whole body was on edge. I could feel it, just at the edge of release, trembling, pleading. I was sweating, moaning, nearly drooling from the intensity.

Claire leaned in, lips brushing my ear.

“I’m sorry, baby. But I can’t let you. Not yet.”

She let go of my cage. Hit the remote again.

Click.

Silence.

I collapsed against her, panting, shaking, everything inside me straining and unsatisfied.

She kissed my forehead like she was comforting a child. “The night’s not over, sweet girl, and I still need you playing the good obedient maid a little longer.”

I whined softly, trying not to cry. Trying not to beg—begging never worked.

She helped smooth my skirt back into place, wiped a smudge of lipstick from my cheek, and brushed the wig into perfect curls again.

“Now let me touch up your makeup,” she said gently. “We need to rejoin the party.”

She reapplied my lipstick and brushed my hair with her fingers. Then she was back in Professor Delacroix mode, striding through the door.

I took a shaky breath, heels wobbling, plug still firmly in place, and followed her.

Still locked.

Still aching.

Still hers.


Chapter 6
A Maid’s Work Is Never Done


The murder mystery wrapped in a whirlwind of dramatic gasps and exaggerated accusations. Someone in a feathered mask declared the butler guilty, only for Roger—Inspector Hawthorne himself—to stride into the parlor and reveal the true killer with a smug flourish and a ridiculous prop revolver.

Everyone applauded. I curtsied.

Even in the final act, I kept my voice soft, my posture straight, my accent just right. No buzzing. No mistakes.

Claire had told me to be perfect. And I was.

Eventually the guests began to leave, masks pulled off, wine glasses empty. Claire and I made our way to the coat check, the cool air outside hitting my bare thighs like a slap as we stepped down the stone steps toward the car.

Roger was waiting by the gate, leaning against one of the lantern posts with his coat slung over one shoulder.

“Claire,” he said smoothly, “you truly outdid yourself tonight.”

Claire smiled and kissed him on the cheek. “I couldn’t have done it without you.”

“You’re welcome,” he said, his eyes sliding to me—still dressed in the maid outfit, heels clicking softly on the pavement, makeup still perfect despite the hours of use. “She played her part beautifully.”

“She really did,” Claire agreed, wrapping her arm around my waist possessively.

Roger smirked. “If she ever wants a side gig, I could use some help around my apartment. Floors don’t scrub themselves.”

I blushed hard, but Claire just laughed. “We’ll see if she’s free after I put her through her new chore list.”

He winked at me. “You’re a lucky girl, Chloe.”

Then he turned and walked off into the night.

The ride home was silent. Tense.

I sat with my hands folded in my lap, thighs pressed together, heels still on, plug still inside me, cage still locked. Every bump in the road made me flinch. My body was exhausted from arousal and denial, my mind still swimming in everything that had happened.

But we made it.

Claire unlocked the door to our apartment and stepped inside, toeing off her shoes while I stood awkwardly in the entryway, still fully dressed, like I didn’t know what to do.

She looked back at me and smiled. “Go ahead and hang up my coat, Chloe.”

I did. Of course I did.

When I finally turned to face her, I was trembling.

“Claire…” My voice cracked. “Did I… was I good enough?”

Her smile was soft now. Sweet. Almost proud. She crossed the room, placed her hands gently on my waist, and leaned in close.

“You were perfect, baby.”

I almost melted.

“So…” I whispered, barely able to get the words out, “have I… earned it?”

She tilted her head. “Earned what?”

I bit my lip. “A chance to… to cum.”

For a moment, I saw her consider it. She looked me up and down, skirt rumpled, lips slightly smudged, cheeks flushed, trembling like a wind-up toy on the verge of snapping.

Then she smiled.

“Oh, I was going to let you.” Her voice was so casual, so cruel in its calm. “I really was.”

My heart stopped.

“But then you played such a good maid tonight…” Her fingers brushed my cheek, almost lovingly. “And it gave me an idea.”

I swallowed. “An… idea?”

Claire leaned in, kissing the tip of my nose.

“I want to keep that energy going. Tomorrow morning, you’re going to put that uniform back on. Full outfit. Wig. Makeup.”

I whimpered.

“And you’re going to clean this entire apartment for me. Top to bottom. Floors, dishes, laundry. All of it.”

I blinked. “In this?”

“In exactly this.”

She leaned down, whispering in my ear.

“If you’re still a good girl tomorrow… maybe I’ll unlock you.”

I gasped, cock twitching uselessly in the cage.

Claire pulled away and gave me a light smack on the ass through my petticoats. “Now go brush your teeth and get in bed. Maids need their rest.”

I nodded—because what else could I do?

I turned and walked toward the bedroom, every step sending little echoes of vibration through my still-sensitive body, my aching cock still trapped, my plug still snug inside me.

And tomorrow…

Tomorrow I’d be Chloe again.
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